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Uy ZD / Everyone should read this splendid 


Z gr} straightforward letter: 


“I am an ardent reader. For the last twenty years I have been reading myself to sleep 
every night with a good magazine. I find none of this calming effect in the Golden Book, 
and what woman at my age wants to lose her beauty sleep? I love those darling little 
stories that you can lay aside at any point. Your stories don’t give me a moment’s rest 
till I finish them. Furthermore, my husband says your magazine puts ideas in my head, 
and he won’t stand for it. I think myself that I get more good out of a magazine that 
prints recipes than one that prints poems. Another thing, a woman can’t be too careful 
of the impression she makes. The girls at my bridge club are always talking about 
Harold Dazzledirk’s latest story. I remembered a few names like Poe and Balzac and 
Aldous Huxley, Edith Wharton, and Eugene O’Neill, but none of the girls had ever 
heard of them. A woman must make her reading count, if you know what I mean.” 


Think Twice of Mrs. Litehead Before You Subscribe to the Golden Book 


If you are at all likely to become overstimulated by a magazine full of such good reading 
that you can't lay it aside, if you must take your bromides in the form of magazines, if you 
have a husband who finds your threadbare ideas quaint and cute, if you are likely to feel 
embarrassed with a growing knowledge of good literature and great writers, if an aristocratic 
magazine would look out of place on your library table—Then Beware of the Golden Book! 


If, on the other hand, you are a person to treasure a perfect short story, a lovely poem, or a 
subtle piece of humor, if you realize that good reading doesn’t mean heavy reading, if you’d 
care for a more thorough acquaintance with the most vivid personalities that have ever con- 
tributed to the literary world, if you would delight in having a satisfying selection of fiction, 
drama, essay, poetry, humor and personalities coming to your home each month—a selection 
that represents the cream of the moderns, as well as the proven masterpieces of the past, 
Then Subscribe at Once to the Golden Book. Our Prize for You is a 33%% Reduction 
on the Next 6 Issues. 


THE GOLDEN BOOK MAGAZINE J-7-30 i 

65 Fifth Avenue, New York 1 SSUueS 
Enclosed please find $1.00 for which send THE GOLDEN BOOK for six months to 

the address below. 
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MRS. TILLIE LITEHEAD 


~~ Mrs. Litehead’s 150-word letter 


“Why the Golden Book 
d Is Bad for Me” Contest 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


{*- Hoover says that progress in Av? if you don’t know what those Pp"? on their mettle, the farmers 
. prohibition enforcement has been men are doing when they start quickly demonstrated that they 
by “the trial-and-error system.” Very digging up the street, they are giving could over-produce wheat faster than 
few trials, but lots of errors. it a permanent wave. the grain corporation could buy it up. 


T= belief that the United States [": easy for the Senate to make up ( p4uonr's followers tried to stop 
can be made dry by educating the its mind what to do about any- traffic by blocking the streets with 

people must have come from someone thing. All they have to know is what their bodies. Any taxi-driver could 

who never lived near a college. the President doesn’t want them to do. have told them that wouldn't work. 























“Why the umbrella—there isn’t a sign of rain?” 
“No, it’s the moonlight I’m afraid of. I always get so sentimental I 
can’t keep myself from proposing.” 
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Hot weather hints: An excellent outdoor sleeping nook may be made 








by reversing the awning. 


Getting the Jump 


With candidates now the issue isn’t 
who is Wet and who is Dry; it’s who 
said he was Wet first. 


And the Prohibition Poll is over, 
but the controversy lingers on. 


Baseball is intricate. For instance, 
no one knows how the man who has 
the peanut concession manages to 
have enough peanuts left over every 
season to last him through the fol- 
lowing season. 


In touring in strange localities one 
need never get off the main highway. 
When in doubt, just follow the direc 
tion the thumbs are pointing. 


And now we have the modern hitch 
hiker who starts out at night with 
phosphorescence on his thumb. 


—R. C. O’Brien 





Apv. Man (to artist) 


The Machine Age 
“Ya KNow, Fred, I kinda hated ta 


part with them there hosses. 
Take ie ittle roan mare we had 
Take thet littl had 
around here so long. There was a real 


hoss if there ever was one. Never 
gave us one mite o' trouble, gentle, 
smart, an’ a hard-workin’ critter. I 


feel jest like I lost a member of th 
family.” 

“Yeah, Jim, I feel th’ same way 
And another good little mare was 
Flossie, that little black baby with th’ 
white star on her forehead. I hopes 
they takes good eare of her. She was 
} 


but 


gettin’ along right smart in years, 
she’s good fer a long time yet.” 

“And those five big gray devils. 
They was purty hosses but th’ mean 
est critters I ever saw. At that though 
I kinda hated to see them get shipped 
off with th’ rest.” 

“Yep, they was a bad bunch, shore 
enough, an’ another bad one was thet 
big roan with th’ long flowin’ mane 
an’ tail. Thet was th’ laziest hoss I 
ever set eyes on. I've seen him start 
to slow up an’ then come to a quick 
stop, an’ it was all a feller could do 
to get him agoin’ again. He was a 
mean one, too, but yet I hated to part 
with him. I hated to see th’ whol 
bunch sold th’ other day, nearly cried, 
I did.” 

“Yeah, Fred, it was tough partin’ 
with ‘em after all these years like 
that, but I think we'll make more 
money outa th’ new roller coaster than 
th’ old merry-go-round.” 

—Scott Brown 


-It says perfume to you and me, but will the man 
in the street get it? 








| 
“V'll have t’ foul me again the duml 
Help Wanted 
An excellent job for a boy just out 
of college would be in the collection 
department of some large firm, dic 
tating letters to customers explaining 
- 
= whv they must send money at once. 


Pe rhaps the biggest advantage to 
living in New York is you never have 
to take 


vou want to go to a certain one, 


a cab to a spe akeasy unless 


The air mail is doing wonders for 
this country. Under the new service 


a writer in New York can send a man 
uscript to Hollywood and get it back 
in four days. 


Too bad mosquitoes aren’t like some 
boxers. Then thev'd yell “Foul!” and 
quit after you made a coupla swings 
at ’em., 


And another bit of real news would 
7 he if a camper should bite a mosquito, 


A rat-poison firm advertises that as 
soon as a rat eats some of the poison 
it is imbued with the desire to rush out 
of the house in search of a drink. If 
that’s the way to get rid of rats, 
wouldn't it be cheaper to send them to 
a movier 





It’s a good plan, when you leave a 
speakeasy, to look under the tables to 
he sure vou haven't forgotten anybody. 
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Lines Not Written in a Country 


Churchyard 


The farmer homeward plods his with 
Through fields, bereft of 


kine, 


Devoid of horses, hogs or hay . 


lowing 


Devoid of flower, fruit or vine. 


His daily blessings, one by one, 

He counts while dusk 
land, 

And also counts as sinks the sun 


The profits of his roadside stand. 
McManus 


falls oer the 


—Terry 


Bare Fact 





“Mother, may I go on the stage 
And act for Mr. Carroll? 
} “Yes. 


ory 


Hang your clothes on a hick 
limb, 

lor you won't need appare i. 
referee isn’t watching!” —A. L. L. 


The absent-minde d profe ssor gets a break! 
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The Color-Scheme Hound 
‘Course puTToNs? Yes, sir. Right 


over here, please. You wish a 
solid gold button?” 

“_—o 

“Here’s a nice gold-plated one.” 

“Won't do. Tell you what I want: 
Something with a sort of green back- 
ground, and some orange flowers, and 
green leaves and...” 

“Mister, I never heard of a collar 
button like that.” 

“Got to have it, fella. I’m a bug 
on color schemes. Everything in har- 
mony and that sort of thing, see?” 

“Surely, sir. But I can’t give you 
a collar button to match every tie and 
shirt you may have!” 

“Listen, this isn’t to match a tie or 
shirt. It’s got to blend with the car- 
pet under the dresser in my bedroom.” 


The pages of that new book, en- 
titled ““Making Money in the Stock 
Market,” are printed, we presume, 
without margins. 


Times can’t be so bad. Mr. Schwab 
hasn't given out a prosperity inter- 
view for several months now. 








“I’m sorry but I’m out of gas.’ 
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“Ye gods, do dentists pull that old one, too!” 
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An Open Letter to Mr. Burgin 
By S. J. Perelman 


ID an Mr. Burain: 


About a week ago I was wrap- 
ping up a herring in a copy of the 
Vew York Times—there’s practically 
nothing like the New York Times for 
wrapping up herrings, exce pt possibly 
the editorial pages of the Herald 
Tribune —when I noticed a_ little 
letter of yours addressed to the edi- 
tor. I was preparing to go right on 
wrapping the herring when one of my 
sudden dizzy spells overtook me, and 
when I came to, I found that I had 
read through your note. I hope you 
don’t mind my explaining this quite 
carefully. I just want to make it 
clear that I'm hardly what you'd call 
a sucker for the letters in the New 
York Times. For the benefit of those 
who were fortunate enough to miss 
vour smug little epistle oh, if this 
only wasn’t a family magazine !—I 
will extract one or two sentences. 
After An introductory gust of flatu- 
lence in which you refer to yourself 
as the author of several novels, you 
go into your dance with some five- 
and-ten-cent store advice to young 
authors on how to “succeed.”  Fol- 
lowing this you tell a short but incred- 
ibly dreary anecdote; either you or 
the printer forgot to insert the point 
of the story, and I for one will lay my 
money on the printer. This little 
anecdote, you say, formed the germ 
of a story you wrote later, called 
“Tuxter’s Little Maid.” I would like 
to read that story some time, Mr. Bur- 
gin, but I warn you in advance that if 
you think I’m going to wrap any of 
my good herrings in it, you're crazy. 

But oh, that jeweled last para- 
graph! “Don’t be discouraged at 
neglect or poverty; don’t debase your- 
self and your readers with unsavory 
sex problems, but try to write sweet, 
honest, he lpful, and amusing stories.” 
That last sentence got me, George; I 
just had to lie down on the floor in 
front of my typewriter and get to 
work. Oddly enough, I found when 
I finished it that its name was “‘“Tux- 
ter’s Little Maid” also. Maybe vou’d 
like to hear my little story, Mr. Bur- 
gin. Begin here, Mr. Burgin. 

Once upon a time there was a lady 
named Mr. and Mrs. Tuxter who had 
a little girl named Alice. She was so 
honest and kind that your head swam, 
not to mention a ringing in the ears. 
So one day Mrs. Tuxter said, “Alice, 
here is a plate and fifty cents. Go 
down to the grocer’s and get me a 
pound of butter.” Alice rushed off, 
beaming at the thought of being 
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mamima’s little helper. About twenty she told Alice. “Oh, yes, mummy,” 
minutes later back hastened little replied Alice obediently, kissing her 
Alice—don't you feel you're begin muvver. At this point in the story I 
ning to know her already ?—and said, had a shaggy old watchdog named 


“Oh. mamma dear. I broke the plate er Spec, Mr. Burgin, who loved Alice 
Of course Mrs. ‘Tuxter just smiled in- devotedly, but I had to take him out, 
dulgently and gave Alice another as he made me feel slightly shooty.) 
plate. “Now do be careful, darling,” Continued on page 29) 


POSTLETHWAITE 
JS OF GLASS EYES 













































KEEP YOUR EYES GLUED TO THIS 
GRATED THE GLASS EYE TYCOON 


If any of you have any good unsavory problems you'd like to 
discuss, the forum will be open next Tuesday—and please don’t throw 
the towels on the floor. Voice rrom THE Cumguats: “Whaddye mean, 
time flies?” No Dice: “Well, they’re not exactly flies, they’re ticks.” 

I guess that’s telling ’em, hey, fat lady? 
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VACATION TIME 
“The fellah that started to build that cow’s house oughta have finished it.” 
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On warm days, Mrs. Grossbody has her husband attach a fan to a golf club and practise ‘driving. 


If Only For a Moment 
Barking dogs don’t bite, and neither do buzzing mosqui- 


toes. It’s when they stop. 


Many an aviator climbs up into an airplane and then 
climbs down out of a tree. 


And Diogenes probably stopped looking for an honest 
man when his lamp was stolen. 


It’s a real small town when the natives are 
to the local college-boy. 


deferential 





Fatima is on her 
vacation. 


MouHAMMED AND THE MountTaAIN 





“We must free mankind.” 
“Right, comrade, all the world must 
take orders from Moscow.” 


Wiggs—You can tell by a man’s 
grip what he is. 
Woggs—Yep. If it leaks, he’s a 


Congressman. 


A visiting British author says 
Niagara Falls is the most interesting 
sight in the world. Probably he’s 
never watched a cross-eyed man op- 
erate a dial telephone. 






















































At the Summer Resort 


* Looxit that bird, Joe!” 


He’s a regular vulture, huh!” 

“T'll say. Swoops down the minute 
anybody finishes eating.” 

“Well, he wants to be sure he gets 
his.” 

“Yeah, and he ought to be fat on 
the pickings, too.” 

“Big fella, ain’t he?” 

“Uh-huh. Watch him’ hopping 
around now.” 

“Just about eight feet from tip to 
tip.” 

“That’s about all. And believe me, 
the way they jam the tables together 
in this dining-room, Joe,a good waiter 
like that can clean up a_ nice littl 
sum in no time at all.” 


Cuetr JOHNSON 
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‘rT DOWN MSS DIMPLE 
ee TAKE THIS DICTATION. 


The boss brings an idea back from the country. 


—— — 























Base Rutuw Opens a Har Srore 


“Here’s my business card. I can fix you up with a nice panama!” 
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Travel Diary 


In 1960 
Qrxpay—Did not leave my compart 
ment all day. Busied myself 


reading the magazines and playing 
solitaire. Retired early. Estimate 
our speed reached as high as fifty 
miles an hour. 


Monday—Awoke early to find we 
were still traveling at a good rate of 
speed. Met some pleasant people at 
breakfast in the diner. Invited them 
to play bridge with me in my com- 
partment. Saw movies in club lounge 
after lunch. Read a detective story. 
Dozed and wrote letters. 


Tuesday—Picked up some pretty 
good music on my compartment radio. 
Worked out several cross-word puz- 
zles. Met an old schoolmate in the 
barber shop. 


Wednesday—Quite thrilled at pros- 
pect of completing my journey tomor- 
row. Started to pack my belongings 
and get things together. Sent a wire 
te the office and spoke on the wireless 
telephone with my wife. Played ana- 
grams with a young couple from Bos- 
ton. Retired early, looking forward 
to my arrival, 


Thursday—The thoughtful John- 
sons met me right in front of their 
penthouse on the three-thousandth 
floor of the Gargantuan Apartments. 
Said good-bye to my fellow passen- 
gers in the elevator and followed my 
host and hostess to the guest room, 
which had been reserved for me. 

—Artuur L. Lippmann 
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CLUB LIFE IN AMERICA 
The Tom Thumb Golfers 
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In Helena, Montana, a young 
woman was fined $10 for unre- 
strained giggling on the street. 





+. 2 


nal act, short of a capital offense 








In Utah, a husba nd is re ponsible for every crimi- 


his um iye while in his pre sence. 
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In Marblehead, Massachusetts, it is illegal to 
cross the street unnecessarily on Sunday. 















In Idaho, to buy a chicken after 
dark, one must have a_ permit 
from the sheriff. 





a 





A Maine law prohibits the 
wearing of spiked shoes in public. 


, committed by 


NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 
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A Hoover Come-Back ? 


n the few blessed months between 
President 
always makes some progress in 


sessions ot Congress a 


public esteem. For all the contumely 
poured, justly or unjustly, upon the 
legislative branch, it usually manages 
to do the greater damage to the pres- 
tige of the executive. His turn comes 
from 
here and there have gone away and he 
is left to wield unchallenged the great 
power of his office. 

Mr. Hoover had special need of this 
respite. 


when the vociferous gentlemen 


Presi 
dent been so harrowed by opposition 
within his Take your 
that he is a 
poor politician, that he is timid, that 
he is too big to stoop to demagoguery, 
or that it is axiomatic that the 
stronger the man the more the little 
creatures at his heels. Senator 
Pat Harrison sizes up the session as 
one of 


Not for years has a 


own party. 


choice of explanations 


yap 


dismal 
failures, broken promises and lack of 
leadership.” 


“crumbling balances, 
Even good Republicans, 
mostly those who never liked Hoover 
anyway, share this harsh view. 
Certainly months 
that had their climax in the signing of 
that wretched tariff bill, there was 
little to which the friends of Hoover 
could point with pride. But they 
managed to find some solace in the 
final weeks of the session. He won 
his appropriation for the Wickersham 
law enforcement 


during the six 


commission. He 
killed the worst features of the pen- 
sion bill, although the one he signed 
He forced the Sen- 
ate to get down to brass tacks on the 
naval treaty. A meagre record, per- 
haps, but enough to lead some en- 
thusiasts to assert that “he became 
overnight the recognized leader of his 
party.” 


was bad enough. 


surmise that Hoo- 
ver’s first year will prove to have been 
his worst, that he has been testing his 
own strength and that of Congress, 
building up his own weak points, get- 
ting his commissions going, gathering 


Some observers 


ammunition, 
become the 


facts and other 


ing to 


prepar- 
“man on horse 


back,” behind whom the people love 


to rally. This may be wishful think 
ing. Hope still runs strong in those 


who have long called Hoover “Chief.” 

These coming weeks may do much 
to confirm him as chief again, to prove 
that he has made his come-back. The 
before the elec- 
tions may be all too short to overcome 


time Congressional 


the bad impressions already made and 
the resentment aroused by the tariff. 


He may find himself facing a Con 
gress even more hostile. But even 
that would not be an unmixed evil. 


For he can expect more sympathy 
from the people when the hostility is 
that of the opposite party rather than 
that of the very men whose leader he 


is expected to be. 


Confession of Narcissus 
Recentiy we told of certain experi- 


ments which showed that the de- 
voted work of our colleagues, the po- 
litical cartoonists, fails to get across 
with the average newspaper reader. 
Not wishing to gloat, we added that 
we should hate to have our editorials 
subjected to a similar test. Well, it 
that test 
made at the University of lowa, And 
the editorial comes off 
than the The sad 
that only one person in twenty-one 
reads editorials at all. 
ter of understanding ’em. They don’t 
even take a look. By way of consola- 
tion, the report adds: “The investi- 
gator found that the content, the 
quality of the editorial had nothing to 
do with the matter—that good editori- 
als and poor ones fare just about 
alike. So the editor is as much with- 
out blame as without appreciation.” 


appears there has been a 


even worse 
cartoon. news is 


It’s not a mat- 


Kind and gentle readers, we are 
not hinting for you to write in and 
tell us how faithfully you read this 
poor page. Save your ink and post- 


age. The editorialist is easily satis- 
fied. He thrives on the mere expres- 


sion of his own opinions. He is first 
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cous'n to the woman who likes to hear 
herself talk, the man who writes let 
ters to the papers and the child who 
chatters to himself as he plays with 
his toys. Where normal people like 
their names in print, the edi 
torialist likes to see his little ideas all 
standing up bravely in black 
He doesn't mind anonymity, he 
doesn’t mind disagreement, he doesn’t 
even mind Nothing 
gripes him except total suppression. 
He is the true Narcissus: 


to see 


rows. 


being ignored. 
he must see 
his reflections in type. 

There was a man once who, wishing 
to pay this a compliment, ex- 
claimed, “Your editorials may not be 
doing good, but by 
they're not doing any harm!” 


page 


any heavens! 

Ah, well, there might be worse epi- 
taphs than this: “He was a harmless 
creature !” 


Bathing in Garbage 


A observant physician, visiting the 
south shore of Long Island, made 
a tally of the things he found floating 
or stranded along a two-hundred-yard 
stretch of beach. He didn’t bother to 
count the most numerous—tin cans, 
bottles and such. He listed 
the “less frequent but more conspicu- 
ous items” in part as follows: “1 ice- 
cream freezer, 1 watermelon (it is not 
yet the ‘open season’ for watermel- 
ons), 3 banana stalks, 1 overcoat, 1 
dead cat, 1 rather ornate inkstand, 1 
coffee pot, 1 cane-bottomed chair, 2 
brooms, 2 dish wooden bed 
frame, 3 towels, 2 floor mops, 3 cocoa- 
nuts, 3 shaving brushes, 2 felt hats, 1 
straw hat, 4 baskets.”” Looking back 
over seven years, he finds that “grape- 
fruit are apparently perennial and 
have changed little in volume from 
year to year. Milk of magnesia bot- 
tles have certainly increased in num- 
ber. Fortunately, there seems to be a 
decrease this year in tar and oil.” 
Isn’t it curious, he asks, that the 
richest city in the world still bathes 
in its own garbage? 


crates, 


mops, 1 


R. J. W. 











































Endurance Flight 
J. kK Hvurron, his tired 


evelids drooping over 
bleary eves, shook his buddy 
roughly by the shoulders. 
Around his whirling head the 
roar, incessant and deafen 
ing, pounded its way into his 
tired brain. He'd “carried 
on” for the six hours since 
Monday midnight. Now his 
stre ngth was ebbing. It was 
his turn to rest. But Al would 
be fresh- good old Al as 
fresh as six hours of fitful 
sleep amidst the din and vi- 
bration could make him. 


“Al,” he cried. “Al! Wake 


up! I’mallin! Al! Listen, 


I can’t keep awake. One of 
us has got to run this darn 
thing and keep it under con 
trol. If we stop now, we'll 
lose all the reputation we've 





Foot PAD 
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made in the past four years. 
Al, do you he ar ne ? Wake 
up!” 

Al stirred sleepily and 
slowly came full awake. 

“Huh! Whazzat? Are we 
still going? Gosh you look 
all in! Guess I must have 
passed out. How many gal 
lons we got left?” 

“Only two, Al.” 

“Only two! VH have ’em 
send some up r i g ht away. 
Here, you get some slee p- 
I'll run the show, ... but I’m 
telling you right now, this is 
the last week-end party we re 
going to throw, an’ if every 
last one of those guys doesn’t 
sober up and go home by 
Thursday, I’m going to for- 
get etiquette and’ chuck ’em 
all out!” 

—Forrest GuNsUL 





¢.D. RUSSELL 
i 





“I said if you run across a half-way decent alarm clock, we might be able to make a deal.” 
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“If I do say it myself, I’ve got the best-l 
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OCUMENTs toward a_ projected 

metaphysical, philosophical and 

biological study of the movie 
actor, culled by my bootblack from 
various fan magazines, newspaper in- 
terviews, published correspondences 
and linotyped personal confidences 
and confessions: 

“I don’t feel that I’ve used any 
great amount of brains.” — Norma 
Shearer. 

“My grandmother, she ’ave twenty- 
two children. My mother, she ‘ave 
thirteen. For me—oh, mon Dieu—I 
‘ope I ’ave two—well, maybe three 
or four. Baby I adore. I want to be 
married. Oh, ’ow I love to be mar- 
ried. If I marry, it weel be to ‘ave 


beeg family. I love keeds.”—Fifi 
Dorsay. 


“I’ve worked with directors at their 
homes until three and four o'clock in 
the morning. Incidentally, I've never 
had a door locked on me yet, like the 
heroine in the second act of the melo- 
drama. What experiences the ac- 
tresses have, I don’t know. But I can 
speak for myself and the rest of 
the women scenario writers.”—Sada 
Cowan. 

“I am considered quite deep by 
others.”—Douglas Fairbanks, Jr. 

“At times I feel under the spell of 
the desert’s mysticism.” —Alerander 
Gray. 

“Unless she has had at least a 
high-school education, and one which 
brought her reasonably excellent 
marks for application and scholar- 
ship, any girl, no matter how beauti- 
ful, is subject to immediate elimina- 
tion from any roll of movie candi- 
dates.”’—Cecil B. De Mille. 

“Money and fame and worldly wis- 
dom are not necessarily the levers 
which lift people to happiness.”— 
Estelle Taylor. 

“There is a biological difference 
between the sexes, and all the contro- 
versy in the world never gets beyond 
that point.”—Ronald Colman. 


“The urge of women to bear chil- 
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0 
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dren is the same urge today as it was 
in the Garden of Eden.’’—Ditto. 

“I always want to be happy. That 
is what I try always to be. I try to 
plan my life in such a way that I will 
always be happy.”—Billie Dove. 

“Beauty is not enough for me.”— 
Ditto. 


“Young people are prone to be un- 
certain as to what it is they want.”— 
Raymond Hackett. 


“ee 


You have been chosen one of the 
most popular movie stars by the co- 
eds of Stanford University.” When I 
received that telegram, I really was 
thrilled—and proud. This kind of 
distinction comes seldom! ... Need I 
say more than: I hope to live up to 
the honor you have accorded me?”— 
Clive Brook. 

“When I feel like opening my 
mouth and screaming, I can. That’s 
the reason I’ve always believed that 
an actor can lead a very healthy life, 
emotionally and mentally.”—Edmund 
Lowe. 

“Believe me, it is not the most rep- 
rehensible thing in the world when a 
man desires to kiss 4 girl other than 
his wife.” —Ditto. 

“T think that one thing that makes 
for health in American girls is their 
small quantity of clothing.”—Joan 
Crawford, 

“IT am a better person in the air. 
Bigger. Broader-minded. I think 
bigger thoughts.”—Ben Lyon. 

“T am glad I am twenty-nine. Why 
should a woman lie about her age, 
anyway? A woman doesn’t begin to 
get any sense until she’s around 
thirty. Gosh, I wouldn’t be twenty 
again for any amount of money. I 
was the goofiest kid you ever saw. Al- 
ways falling in love with every moon- 
faced sap, bellhop or soda squirt I 
laid eyes on. I'd go in a soda foun- 
tain and eat chocolate sundaes all 
afternoon just so I could make eyes 
at some kid without any chin. I'd 
ride up and down in an elevator all 
day just so I could listen to the dizzy 


16 


NATHAN 


line of some pimply-faced elevator 
boy with brass buttons on his coat.” — 
Winnie Lightner. 

“Individual actors never interested 
me. It was the roles they played that 
interested and fascinated me.”—Greta 
Garbo. 

“Girls are pretty much alike after 
you have known them about a week.” 
—David Rollins. 

“The first quality I think women 
should have is sincerity, and it’s very 
hard to find.”—Stanley Smith. 

“IT waited long to meet the Great 
Cheiro (the fortune-teller) and I 
can't tell how wonderful this meeting 
has been for me.”—Mary Pickford. 

“Men hate me, but women are in- 
terested. It is repressed masochism.” 
—Eric von Stroheim. 

“Whatever is done or whatever is 
not done in Hollywood, there is a 
greatness about it that tells.”— 
Adolphe Menjou. 

“Newspaper interviewers keep ask- 
ing me: ‘What are your feelings to- 
ward Miss Bow?’ I think: ‘Is noth- 
ing sacred in this man’s town?’ And 
then I struggle on and try to tell them 
what I think. I can’t make myself 
understood. Everybody knows when 
a person really cares, he fumbles his 
words; he can’t express his meanings; 
he gets inarticulate. Why, sometimes 
I feel like an animal in pain, not able 
to tell where the misery hurts me. I 
feel this way because I look on Miss 
Bow as you would look on a beautiful 
statue.”——Harry Richman. 


“The blood of the old Spanish con- 
quistadores is in my veins!”—Bebe 
Daniels. 


“Beauty is a great aid to any 
woman. Don’t ever let anyone tell 
you differently."—-Mary Nolan. 


“Poverty would fade into insignifi- 
cance with me, could I have a lot of 
children. In me is pent up all the 
mother-love that wasn’t bestowed 
upon me as a child.”——-Clara Bow, 


(Continued on page 32) 
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News From the Summer Resorts 


6 haere guests from The Lake Lizard Inn spent an open-air week-end on the 
Public Golf Course waiting for a chance to tee off. 


According to an unconfirmed rumor from The Mammoth Mountain House, 
three guests sat through the sacred concert last Sunday night. Old-timers in 


this section claim the figure is grossly exaggerated. 


The Single Men’s Baseball Team ippare ntly defeated the Married Men’s 
Nine at Mrs. Bomson’s Boarding House yesterday. At the time of going to 
press, accountants were still figuring the score which up to then stood as fol 


lows: Single Men, 261 runs; Married Men, 128 runs. 


579 guests at the expensive Hotel Costmore-in-the-Pines were greatly sad- 


dened last week to learn that it also was cool in town. 


Postmaster Clem Skivers, of Cameron Corners, bought a French-English dic 
tionary last week so he could read the post cards being mailed from Madame 
Lacoste’s French Boarding House up the lake. 


Motorevele Patrolman Johnson of Gallowsberg, who overtook 24 limousines 
last Sunday, was observed early Monday morning buying a new electric radio. 
Artuur L. LippMann 
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Lapor-Savinc Devices ror Tirep Co__tecgians—Tue Ice-CHopper 
Weary student squirts water pistol A), into flower pot (B), causing 
flower (C) to grow and tip teeter (D), thus rolling marbles (EFGHIJ&K) 
into tube (L) which spills them in quick succession on bell (M), bringing 
room-mate (N) to door (O) which he opens with vigor enough to jab cake 
of ice (Q) with row of ice picks (P) and drop chipped ice into funnel (R) 
and thence to pan (S) where he may reach it at his leisure. 
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State Cop (to applicant for dri 
ver’s license)—Now, show me how 


good you are at one-arm driving. 


Big Money in Writing 
1° you want to make big money? 
Writing is easy—a few min 
utes’ work may mean thousands! 

“Bud” McGargle made $743 in one 
afternoon; a few blank checks and a 
stub pen did the trick. 

“Weasel” Smilch did even better. 
He cashed in two thousand dollars 
one morning merely by making a few 
simple marks on a piece of paper. 

“I shall never forget how much 
your course did for me,” writes Win 
nie Borogroves from her suite in the 
Plaza-Plaza of Omaha. “When I 
think of all the hot hours I used to 
spend at the waffle-counter in the 
Humperdincks Café, it all seems like 
a horrible dream. 

“And then I answered your ad- 
vertisement about big money in 
writing. I never imagined it was so 
simple. In the next two weeks I had 
earned more than I had made in one 
whole year baking wafiles. 

“TI can’t say too much for your 
course, and the best part of my new 
work is that it requires travel. Some- 
time when I am in your neighborhood, 
I'll drop in and see you.” 

Scores of letters like these are in 
our files. Some of the most sought 
after people in the country are our 
graduates, and they owe virtually all 
of their prominence to the Forge 
Ahead School of Writing. For the 
complete course of ten easy lessons, a 
bottle of ink, and twelve assorted steel 
pens, send $10—cash, no checks! 


—Roy H. Frickxen 
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Cooney Island 


TT great pleasure ground changes 


little from year to year. If you've 
done one roller coaster you've done 
them all. They can't fool me by eall- 
ing it Tango, Radio or Chance: it still 
Lotto. The shoot-the-chutes 
hold the same thrill I got back 
in my sailor-hat days, and hot dogs 


Why 


remains 


don't 


are no good without bicarbonate. 

not a few thrills such as: 
Effigies of dramatic critics for ac- 

tresses to throw bouqut ts of cast-iron 


roses at. 





bee 


Peep shows containing censored 
books. I'm tired of these “For Men 
Only”; “A Hot Night in a Parisian 
Convent”; “Catch That Flea’; ““The 
Soul Kiss’: and “What the Ice Man 
Saw.” 

A place to throw lost children. 

Machine-gun shooting galleries for 
visiting gunmen, with targets of dis- 
trict attorneys. 


Lenzo—the mechanical bridge-play- 


er—drop a nickel in the slot. 

One of those Parisian places where 
one throws things to break as many 
dishes as possible. 

Paris ditto: Hit a certain spot and 
two slightly clad ladies tumble out of 


bed. 


A new freak show, including Car- 


nera, Heflin, Whalen, Capone and 
Harry Richman. 
Dodge the Sunday driver. A con- 


which sends hundreds of 
autos at the customer, which he tries 


to avoid. 


traption 


Beauty contests for life-guards, in- 
troducing Mr. Coney Island, Mr. 


—) 
© —— 


cc FOE, 
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] Mr. Brighton 
Beach, Mr. Greater New 
York, Mr. Far Rockaway, 
Mr. Midland Beach, Mr. Uni- 
verse and Mr. Automat. 

A Hall of Mirrors, making 
all men look like Rudy Vallée 
and women like Greta Garbo. 

Sun-tan booths for hurry- 
up summer tans, 


eltman’s, 


Club Life in America 


mm D hea in at the Club some 
time” has now become 
reality. They 

have formed 


the Aviation 
Club of 
They prefer, 


Country 
America. 
of course, that you bring 
your plane to a full stop 
at the landing 
field provided and enter 
by the than 
stopping on the solarium 
and 


private 


door, rather 
coming in by the 
chimney. Anyway, at 


present there is one club 





house, landing field and 


2 ONS hangar for fifty private 
pla nes at Hicksville, 
L. I., with 250 members, 
including Nilly Vander 
bilt, John Hay Whitney, a Rocke fel 
called 


Work is being started on 


ler, a Dupont and a fellow 
Lindbergh. 
Green- 
and Re d 
Before they 
there 


clubs 


similar roosts at 
wich, Conn., 
Bank, N. J. 
are thru 
141 
around the 


will be 
spreading 
country in 
chain style. If you be- 
long to one, you belong 
to all. 
be doing a transcontinen- 
tal flight, you stop-off at 


Thus, should you 
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for hot 
new engine 
hum. It’s all and the 
members presumably turn only exclu- 


the wavside branch for rest. 


dogs or wasps for your 


verv exclusive 


sive circles in the air. Parachutes, 
however, remain to bring everybody 


down to earth. 
Pneumatic Floats 


T= rubber 
DD. f. 


hallucinations 


animals and 
which they 
use as surf-floats having become so 
popular, why not make them in the 
shape of celebrities ? 
float ocean on 
made in the shape of Paul Whiteman, 
Sophie Tucker or Big Bill Edwards. 
lor the ladies, the Richard Hallibur- 
ton ( Marconi-rigged ); some- 
thing nifty for gents: the 


Clara Bow Bubble Boat. 


horses, 


You could prob- 


ably across the one 


Hihattractions 
R utu Ertina’s “Ten Cents 
a Dance’—a V 
reckid. ... Georgina, an um- 
um nurse at the Fifth Avenue 
(Continued on page 31) 
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SUN/OR SUGGERS PAEUMAlIC FLOATS CF GComFY CELEBRITIES ~ 
PAUL WHITEMAN 
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| recht Ovivier’s “Triumphant Foot 

man” is summery — stuff—all 
bright tulle and a yard wide. Pleas 
antly, it is not overburdened with too 
many ideas. In fact, if one is not too 
lazy to do so, he’ may detect that dear 
old Alger formula hidden behind it all, 
namely Footman Makes Good: Becom 
ing Duke. To Alger, however, is added 
that fine Armenian touch of a Mi 
chael Arlen—giving ‘sophistication’ 
to the whole. By the way, what has 
become of this fellow Arlen? Wasn't 





Did you use live bait or a dry fly?” he writing undying prose years and 








years ago? My, my we wonder whether 

he hasn’t belied the saying that he } 
was the only Armenian who didn’t try 

to sell you a rug—and gone back to 

the old business ? 


ERCY SHostac’s“14thStreet”’ is self 
admittedly the book of a Jewish bos 
who insists on retaining that schoolboy 
complex. Thus, for about three hun 
dred pages, in what he terms verse 
actually a resuscitated attempt at 
Amy Lowellism) he exhibits a pretty 
violent mama complex. This compli- 
cation makes it difficult for him to land i 
his sweetie; rid himself of an infer- ; 
iority complex a mile wide; adjust 
himself to the fact that he is merely a 
normal person trying to be super- 
natural; and whining all over the place 
about how sorry he is for himself. It 
does not, on the other hand, restrain 
him from writing in a lot of bunk { 
about “Literature being a legal means 
of unloading the filth from one’s soul.” 
Translating the above into plain En- 
glish: we didn’t like the book. Inci- 





. nt: r | <s has absol ly tl 
IsapeLta—TI love these old-time songs, don’t you? ae nary we mgmt reaps : 
‘ snap ‘ sa . wer g wi Street, as far a 
You said it, baby! I could listen all night to “You’re — , ? . 


the Cream of My Coffee” and “I Gotta Go Where You Go”! we could gather. 





-tch—what an aim his wife 


I" is with regret that we must re- 
port “Shame!” on such a superior 
detective story as Raoul Whitfield’s 
“Green Ice.” But Raoul has evi 
dently deliberately dosed himself 
thoroly in the best detective writer 
of the times: Dashiell Hammett- 
helped himself to the master’s style, 
tricks, ideas—right down to the com- 
mas. Furthermore, he has _ gotten 
Knopf (who publishes Hammett) to 
publish “Green Ice” and they even 
use Hammett type on the thing. Years 
ago, when we went to college and 
prize students were detected turning 
in original Thackeray as their own 


must have had.” compositions—there were rapid ex- 
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pulsions by deans. Nowadays they 
pay men for doing it! It’s beyond us. 


Yo may be tempted to toss “Paul 

Robeson, Negro,” aside during its 
perusal for there are stretches in it 
that are what the flappers call “‘too 
utterly naive.” It was written by his 
wife and she treats him with an en- 
veloping maternity, the while holding 
him up to the light for all to inspect: 
faults and good points. The naiveté 
enters in her unashamed repetition of 
home scenes and conversations, which 
often have little to do with the case, 
aside from the fact they point out 
some good or bad quality of hubby. 
She has a tendency, too, to glorify 
him. She undoubtedly has some claims 
to this right, however, for Robeson, 
to our mind, is pretty nearly not 
only the complete Negro, but he is 
pretty nearly the complete man. Mrs. 
Robeson’s discussion of Harlem and 
the Negro’s relations with the whites 
is purely provocative, in the volcanic 
manner, 


[": too bad Henry Williamson’s 

“Patriot’s Progress” has appeared 
in these days when war books have be- 
come as common as murder mysteries. 
Still, anything by Mr. Williamson can- 
not be entirely trite, poor or uninter- 
esting, such are his terrifically great 
qualities as a writer. And so again 
comes a book which tells of the emo- 
tions of a man under fire—sensitive, 
humorous, simple fellow, one who 
swallows war’s horrors as they come 
yet never becomes a part of war, or 
understands what it’s all about. The 
climactic battle of the book, when this 
John Bullock loses a leg, really be- 
longs to the deathless part of war 
literature. 


(oretre’s “Mitsou” is tendered you 

with complete respect as a little 
story that might fit in with the love 
stories of all time. Flavored Gallic to 
the core, it tells a heart throbber of 
back-stage life in which a little cho- 
rine, having been kept by a Man of 
Means, finds a troubling but real pas- 
sion in a dashing lieutenant. In the 
hands of a hack this story might be- 
come as misshapen and hackneyed as 
a cruller, but Colette, whose only un- 
derstanding is of the heart-encoiled, 
has made it a warm-hearted, delicate 
and clever thing. 


—Trep SHANE 
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“Ah, just in time; I’m an ad solicitor—now have you tried the classi- 
fied section of the ‘Morning Telegraph’?” 
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“Holiday set 


most entertaining and pleasing 


charm and_ skill in 
and it is easily the 


show that has come out of Hollywood 


in many months. This play had a 
successful season in New York, more 
than a little of its popularity result 
high-class advertising 
to the effect that a society gal and a 
well-known humorist were trodding 
the boards. The fact that neither the 
society gal nor the humorist could act 


Miss 
Ann Harding especially puts warmth 


ing from some 


is easily proved by comparison. 


and feeling into her work in the movie 
version of this play, and even Edward 
Everett 


comedian, manages to be more con 


Horton, just an ordinary 


vincing in his role of a wealthy Pan 
well-known hu 


handled the 


about town than the 
morist who originally 
lines. 

However, the movie, and not the 
play, is the thing, and I mention the 
superiority of the movie cast merely 
because of the aforementioned shout 
ing in the streets over a well-known if 
amateur group of people who origi- 
nally presented the play. The story 
is a combination of Horatio Alger and 
Dorothy Parker theme. A _ self-made 
broker's lawyer falls in love with a 
Philip Barry skil 
fully sketches the old melodramatic 
Midas father, the 
spoiled princess, and the ugly duck 
ling who works so unselfishly for her 


society heiress. 


characters; the 


sister’s happiness. If it were my 
duty to criticise the play in terms of 
a play, I should call it amusing but 
inferior stuff. However, we movie 
critics get nothing but the leavings 
from the dramatic table. When you 
consider the dialogue in ‘Numbered 
Men,” or “The Border Legion,” or 
“The Divorcee,” or, in fact, ninety 
per cent of recent movies, it is real 
pleasure to be given even a slightly 
lugubrious drama in deft language. 
Author Barry is fortunate in that Ed- 
Griffith directed this 


Every set. everv scene shows careful 


ward movie. 


and intelligent thought, and don’t 
think that isn’t a rarity these days. 


The very lovely Mary Astor, 
Ames and Edward Everett Horton 
faultless performances 
and Miss Ann Harding takes hold of 
a character that easily 


Lobert 


vive almost 


might shove 
into the ridiculous and makes it warm 
and inspiring. ‘This Miss Harding 
has been increasingly skilful in the 
“Holiday” is by far the best 
thing she has done. 


movies, 
I am also grate 
ful that Miss Astor was given a real 
job. She is inex peric need but tal- 
ented and graceful enough to go 
far. : 
“Holiday” drags a bit at the end 
only inspired dialogue can keep you 
on the edge of your seat at the movie 
but I Miss 
Harding work, it goes down as only 
a minor fault. 


so enjoyed ‘watching 


If by this time you 
haven't the impression that I enjoyed 


7 loliday,”’ 


continuing. See it, by all means. 


the re is no point in our 


<r o> « 
, HE Dawn Parrov” is another sen- 


timental war story with wretched 
and sloppy dialogue. Neil Hamilton 
continues to be the most stupid and 
ineffectual young actor still paying an 
income tax, and his stellar work didn’t 
help “The Dawn Patrol” over its 
weak spots. There was ample evi 
dence that the author of this fiving 
melodrama at least read a manuscript 





Recommended 
“All Quiet on the Western Front’’— 
You'll have t see it, but you'll find 
more propaganda than entertainment 
“Anybody’s War’’—Moran and Mack 
a war burlesque ] 
moments 


that has some good 


“The Dawn Patrol”—The best aerial 


any other ki photography I 

ave ever seer Poor writing, but rf) 
womer 

“The Devil's Holiday’’—Fast-moving 
nd wel rod I itl an Carroll 
“Holiday”—M Anr Harding and 
good directior } this the ace pro- 
ductior ot the iT 

“Juno and the Paycock”—An Englis! 
productior of O'Casey’s play Poor 
sound and phot graphy, but a superb 
cast and beautif lines, 


“Journey’s End’’—It is worth a sec- 
ond trip See 

“So This Is London”—Harmless com- 
edy brought t te y Will Rogers 














called 


“Jqurney’s End,” although he 
failed to discover any of the fine re 
straint and skill that assembled the 
sritish war play. Yet “The Dawn 
Patrol” has the best aerial pictures ] 
have ever seen, breath-taking at times, 


and I think you will enjoy them. 
Douglas Fairbanks, Jr.. is astonish 
ingly mature and at ease in this movie, 
and he easily dominated Richard Bar 
thelmess’ unconvincing work. There is 
an unusually smart and dramatie con 
clusion to “The Dawn Patrol.” If 
the producer had left only the sound 
of the old S. E.’s taking off in the 
morning's fog, “The Dawn Patrol” 
would be a hundred times better, but 
as it is there is enough action and 
photography to make it worth while. 


( NE of the best of the old silent 
movies, “The Unholy Three,” 
overhauled and = put to 
Lon Chaney 


has be en 
tongue. and his giant 
and midget suffer as a consequence. 
The writing is miserable, but Mr. 
Chaney is even more disappointing. 
Despite the three or four voices and 
disguises he uses, his acting is sadly 
like that of the Walter Hampden or 
toe-dragging school. The silent ver 
sion of this story was one of the most 
gruesome and exhibits 
Sound makes it just 
another movie and a very bad one at 
that. 


entertaining 
ever turned out. 


(Crane Bow’s latest movie is called 

“Love Among the Millionaires.” 
She has a new haircut and she sings a 
great deal, but she is still Clara Bow 
to me, 


aie Axvnon ’s War” is a gag show on 

- war with Moran and Mack. 
Moran, but the old 

favorite blackface 
The producers wasted a 
great deal of sentiment and film on a 
carload of trick dogs for no apparent 


There is a new 
Mack is still my 
comedian. 


reason, but the trench scenes are not 
only amusing but very authentic in de 
tail. If you like Moran and Mack, 
“Anybody’s War” is a good show. 








JUDGE 


1 | WHAT A DARLING SOCK IN THE PUSS! FUSSED THE FLUTTER-BUDGETS 
And then, of course, there was that protected cove up in Labrador which had been born with a 
silver sloop in its mouth. “‘Let me get this straight,” pondered the ambulance chaser. “You want me 
. to sue your boss?” “Yeah,” puffed the plumber, “I dream about my work all night, and when I ask 
Hy him for overtime he laughs at me!” Let’s go out spooning on the porch, Matilda; yeah, spooning ice- 
cream out of bozes. 
“i 


er 





~~ 





MY NAME IS ON EVERY LIP, BOASTED JOE, THE EXPLORER 


You mean to tell me you've had that schnauzer three weeks and you still let him schnauz in the 
house? “Pardon me, but you’re walking with one foot in the gutter,” fussed Mrs. Dismukes. “Well, 
I swan, so I am—I thought I was lame!” fluttered Green Pill Dan, twisting his key-rag bashfully. 
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Yea, thou Baa gammy ! 
Call me a 


ie MRR 
wilt thou ! 





Hetes one Frankie ..... ; 
an’ she Says, ‘I’m the baby-who are you? 
an’ he Says, ‘Im the ee A 
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BIOGRAPHICAL REMINISCENCES OF FAMOUS COLLEGIANS 
Frangois Rabelais, Lyons ’30, gets out the spicy number of the Lyonnaise “Potato” 
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CoLtumnist—Get out. Can’t you see I’m writing? 
—Notre DamR 
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Hanpy Caption Disc ror CarToonists 


Instructions: Take an old razor-blade and cut on the dotted line. 
Stick a pin in the white dot (center) and spin the inside disc. When 
the dise stops, you will have eight original ideas suitable for cartooning. 


Repeat the process any number of times. 
—FranKuin N. Beaven, Wabash 
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Plugging the Classics 


“[* a real musical education to have 
a radio in the home,” said Mrs. 
Frisbie. “Even little Lucy, who is 
only three years old, recognizes most 
of the classics as soon as she hears 
them. Come here, Luey darling, and 
name a few numbers for mother.” 

Obligingly little Lucy abandoned 
her building blocks and crossed the 
room to the piano, where she stood 
alert for the test. 

Mrs. Frisbie played a few bars of 
Mendelssohn's “Spring Song.” 

“Pepsogrunt Tooth Paste—It’s on 
Everybody's Tongue,” announced 
Lucy promptly. 

“Correct,” said Mrs. Frisbie. ““Now, 
darling, see if you recognize this one!” 
She ran over the opening strains of 
Schubert's “Unfinished Symphony.” 

“Barnstorm’s Linoleum,” respond 
ed Luey without batting an eve. “Put 
it under foot—it will cut down th 
ove rhead.” 

Mrs. Frisbie nodded proudly to 
their visitor and launched into Wag 
ner’s “Lohengrin.” 

Little Lucy puckered her fair brow 
and hesitated a moment, but soon she 
had it. “Harlow’s Ham—It’s Toast 
ed—and How!” she proclaimed tri 
umphantly. 

“That was a hard one,” explained 
Mrs. Frisbie. “‘Harlow’s just started 
broadcasting last week and we haven't 
had much of a chance to get familiar 
with their signature.” She turned to 
her daughter. “Here's an easy one, 
darling,” she promised, starting to 
play Balfe’s “Then I'll Remember 
You.” 

“Wiesenheimer’s Clothes for Men 

You'll Have a Fit!” Lucy inter- 
rupted after a few short bars. 

“You see, she really is familiar with 
all the better music,” concluded Mrs. 
Frisbie. “Radio is a wonderful teach 
er. I often tell Mr. Frisbie that the 
old composers little know the debt 
they owe to the sponsors of radio pro- 
grams for popularizing their music.” 

—Donavtp A. Kaun 


Fish have a highly developed sense 
of hearing, says the Bureau of Fish 
eries. We would like to feel that that 
big trout heard what we called him 
when he got off our hook last Satur- 
day. —SouTHerN LuMBERMAN 


If the craze continues, Rhode Is- 
land probably will be made into a 
Tom Thumb golf course. 


—N. Y. Evenine Posr 


Possibly that bomb in the New 
York night club was put there by a 
patron who figured it the only way to 
get a little ventilation. 


—New York Sun 
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HOW aD D 


ILLIONS of Bridge players are de- 


. themselves in the belief 
a flash in the 


taken too seri- 


luding 
that Contract is merely 
pan and need not be 
ously. It won't be long now before 
disillusioned and forced to 
learn the latest form of Bridge or re- 
vert back to a nice 
At quite a number of New 
York clubs Contract is the only ecard 
game that has been played for more 


they are 


snappy game of 
solitaire. 


than a year. It is really remarkable 


how many Auction-players voice the 
same argument against taking up Con- 
tract—‘‘too many conventions.” 


They 


agree 


would have the authorities 
upon a set of conventions—a 
sort of socialistic Utopia—and so do 
away with all misunderstandings and 
meanings that 


artificial require a 


lengthy explanation for intelligent 


comprehension of what is happening. 


Well, there is about as much chance 
of having the “prima-donnaish” ex- 
perts get together upon a universal 
system as there is of convincing the 
dub player that he is not the very 


Yes, 


the famous experts would be willing to 


worst card-holder in the world. 


agree upon one system, provided it 
was their very own. 

Instead of advocating arbitrary and 
artificial conventions, the authorities 
might try and find a method of play 
just as natural and simple as possible. 
The ideal system would be one that 
any good card-player could easily 
understand 


whatever. 


without any explanation 


vital difference between 


Auction and Contract is the 


The one 
necessity 
of bidding for game at Contract, when 
the partnership cards a 


Hence, 


types of hands, the partner must be 


re capable of 
producing it. with certain 
directed to keep the bidding open so 
that a game declaration may be ar- 
rived at. The 


change of information would be to in- 


most important inter- 





IG 


kinds of 


good and excellent. 


dicate three hands—mini- 


mum, 


All this can be done simply, without 
resorting to legalized private conven- 
tions and trying to force the player to 
learn the pet hobbies and idiosyn- 
crasies of everyone who is prepared to 
admit that he is an authority and an 
expert. 


The ONE 


strangely 


TWO-THREE 


simple as it is, will ac- 


System, 


complish practically as much as the 
most elaborate artificial 
multiple Club bids. 

A one-bid of anything indicates a 
minimum declaration and the partner 
need not assist without real high-card 
support. 


single and 


A two-bid shows about three and a 
half quick-tricks and the partner may 
keep the bidding open with one 
trick. 

A three-bid in suit contains at least 
five quick-tricks, or a two-suiter that 
will probably produce game 


quick 


at one of 
the suits. This is a demand-bid and 
the partner must bid. 

With a worthless hand the response 
is No Trumps, and one trick is suff 
cient to support the bid suit or switch 
to another suit. 

Of course the three-bid must not be 
made unless the player is fully pre 
pared to bid for game. The 
the game is not bid at once is to have 
the opportunity to show two suits or 
to get into a slam contract if the part- 
Under this 
a pre-emptive dec 
laration must be for not less than 
four, and I can see no hardship in 
this, as lower pre-emption is of very 
little value. It should be apparent 
that a pre-emptive bid has not a great 
deal of quick-trick values or the bid 


reason 


ner has adequate support. 
system of bidding, 


would have been started with two or | 


the demand-bid of three. 
The ONE-TWO-THREE 


seems to me to be a 


System 
“natural,” 
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The New 


LAFAYETTE 


Decorated in l’art moderne as 
France Decrees the moment 


A 





Salon Mixte of New “Lafayette” 





OMETHING you have been waiting 
for ...a cabin ship with de luxe 
comforts! » » Decorations by such artists 
as Guy Arnoux... rugs by Aubusson 
- ++ great wide modern windows that 
flood every Salon with sunshine, daring 
modern lighting ...a lavish sweep of 
deck for sports and lounging .. . venti- 
lating system throughout the same as 
that of the “Ile de France” » » Every 
cabin with its bath or shower... ad- 
justable heat control and plenty of trunk 
space » » English speaking stewards who 
anticipate every wish... French Line 
cuisine, known the world over » » The 
“De Grasse,” the “Rochambeau” and 
the new “Lafayette” manned by French 
seamen, whose ancestors tamed the At- 
| lantic before Columbus, form the cabin 
| service across the “longest gangplank 
in the world” to Plymouth for London... 
a few hours later Le Havre, the port of 
Paris, down the gangplank to a covered 
pier...a waiting express... three 
hours and the city Napoleon loved. 


French fine 


Information from any authorized French Line 
| Agent or write to 19 State Street, New York City 
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ERMANENT 


TRANSIENTS 


Hotel Seward is located in the heart of 
“Uptown Detroit.” 


Sixty per cent of its transient business 
represents people who make Hotel 
Seward their home every time they 
visit Detroit. 


The reason for this commanding evidence 
of popularity transcends the inducements 
of good rooms . . . food and service. 


Removed by but five short blocks from 
the General Motors and Fisher Buildings 
and within ten minutes of the principal 
automobile and m snufacturing plants, it is 
regularly chosen by hundreds of transient 
visitors bent on enjoying the manifold 
conveniences of a preferred location. 


600 units... all with tub and shower ... outside 
exposure and two or more windows. Rooms as 
low as $2.50 . . . Suites $6.50 and upwards 


S 





W. E. SNYDER, Manager 
SEWARD AVE. AT WOODWARD—DETROIT 





eward 


Cop—Why can’t I take your license away for reckless driving? 





“Ha, ha! I haven’t any license.” 
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Moments To REMEMBER 


Paul Whiteman Emulates Helen Morgan. 
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An Open Letter to Mr. Burgin 
(Continued from page 7) 


think ? 


minutes back came 


word, what do 


Well, my 


In another twenty 


you 


little diphtheria, her face streaked | 
with tears. “I—I’ve lost the fifty 
cents,” she sobbed. ““Now, now, don’t 


Mrs. Tuxter. ‘The 
best-laid plans of mice 


ery .”’ soothed 


and men gang 


aft aglee, you know; here’s another | 
fifty cents.’ So off bustled the little 
flaxen-haired witch, only to return | 
slightly chop-fallen. “What is it 
now?” asked Mrs. Tuxter. “I’ve 
broken the plate and lost the fifty 
cents!” snuffed Alice Her mother 


looked speculatively ai the 
for a minute 


offspring 
ind then brought out an- 




















other fifty-cent piece and a new plate. 

Listen, Alice,” she said quietly, “if 
you come back and tell me that you 
lave lost the fitts cent piece and 


broken the plate, I will kill you.” So 
fifteen minutes later there was a timid 
knock on the door and Alice crept 


in. P-please, mumsey,”” she panted, 
“T’ve broken the plate ind lost the 
fifty cents.”” 

Now, Burgin, if I had your habit 
of leaving off the point of a story, I 
could serve you a nice dirty trick. 
But I can just see your tongue hang 


ing out of your shoes wondering 


what Mrs. Tuxter did to Alice. Well, 
what do you THINK she did? She 


killed her. And there you are: a 
sweet, honest, helpful, and amusing 
story, with no more unsavory sex 


problems than a billiard table, and if 
Belasco dramatized it, you'd pay six- 
sixty to see it. Well, Mr. Burgin, 
there o'clock whistle; I 
wish I could afford to spend the time 
sitting 


goes the five 


around 
ericks with 


and rhyming dirty lim- 
but even that 
best I can say 
a wonderful afternoon 
and I really and truly 
hope it'll be our last together. ; 


your name, 
would soon pall. The 
is that it’s been 
knowing you, 





Notice | 


If you know of any such freak 


laws as appear on page 12 of 
this issue, send them to JupGE 


and you will receive $5 for any 


that we are able to use. 
The contributors of the laws 
appearing in this issue and to 


whom we have paid $5 each are: 


J. H. Goodwin, Jr., Marble- 
head, Mass. 

James A. Glynn, New York 
City. 

Albert Nohl, Albuquerque, 


New Mexico. 


Douglas Done, Ogden, Utah. 
William Shaw McCallum, 
Boston, Mass. 




















2-CITY CABLE, 
NIFIES T 


PART OF THE 


BELL SYS 
HE NATION 


TEM NETWORK 


THAT 


























Vast, to serve 


personal, to serve 


An Advertisement of the American 


yhone fron n 
to house in a Sout soe village, 
from farm to farm in the Middle West, 
or from the Pacific to the Atlantic 
Coast—the Bell Telephone System 
must be large. Its work is to give ade- 
quate telephone 
world’s busiest and most widespread 
nations. There is 4000 million dollars’ 
worthof telephone plantand equipment 
in the Bell System, any part of which 
is subject to your call day or night. 
Eve “ry 
directed to the 
have quick, clear 
telephone service. 


SO THAT YOt may tele} 
house 


service to one of the 


resource of this system is 
end that you may 
and convenient 


In order to meet the telephone needs 
of the country most effectively, the 
operation of the Bell System 
is carried on by 24 Associated 
Companies, each attuned to 
the area it Working 


serves. 





the nation... 
you 
Telephone and Telegraph Company 


with these companies is the staff of the 
American Telephone and Telegraph 
Company, giving them the benefit of 
its development of better methods. 
The Bell Laboratories and the West- 
ern Electric Company utilize the tal- 
ents of thousands of scientists for 
constant research and improvement in 
the material means of telephony. West- 
ern Electric, with its great plants and 
warehouses in every part of the coun- 
try, contributes its specialized ability 
for the precise and economical manu- 
facture of equipment of the highest 
quality for the entire system. 

The Bell System is vigorously carry- 
ing forward its work of improving 
the telephone service of the country. 
It is building for today and 
tomorrow—for the benefit of 
every one who lives and works 
in America. 











purchasing the 
f Judge listed below in order to 
complete our record files. 
1909: December 4 
1911: May 13 and 20 
1920: January 17 
If you know where 


obtained, 


these issues can be 


please write 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 
New York City 


18 East 48th St., 

















Lexington Avenue 

49 th to 50 th Sts.NY 
(soos Sunlit Rooms 

| ® with Bath and RADIO 


| | Singles3to'5~Doubles4 to 
Suites LOtosl2 


Attractive Monthly Rates 
S.Gregory Taylor, President 
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Scans 


Submitted by Oscar | Represa, Calif Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 


away af 
Here is where little Bob came from 


4 
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8. This is w 
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Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 167 | Horizontal 
1. This closes tight when you make a touch. (No, it ist 
rp Pp fp > eT PP IO JT JS ] kite dete he ot rd offing yo. 
14. This is held in churet 


15. Another way to undo a mistake 
I4 15 I6 It This is a howl, and how! 

17. Wild stuff 
18. What the Boston censors do t 


ese become attached to you they are pretty hard 


17 Ts) 19 . 


about the younger generatior 
} ‘ 


off, 


been put for safe kee 


into the makings of a maiden’s hope-chest. 


A man of few words 
SKY pilot 


abbr.). 


is barker 


hat most bed-time stories are 


n bank accour 

he We t 

th 
1 of night that keeps a gir 
nd this in any well-stocked ce r (pl.) 
egy Joyce's next husband w be. 
nful 

ow! 


55 Ke 157 58 59 |6O 9. This hes s noiseless bark. 
Ci 62 63 Vertical 
1. This will keep the farmers guessing 
me G5 66 The guy who wrote “. . . and they lived happily ever 


This place is always full of memories of bygone days 
4. Here is how our soldiers ate during the war 
7 6s (és) 5 These are wholesale lings e 
This official was dragged from Turkey by the puzzlers, 
ostly. 
After this there is nothing more 
Old Nick 


s professional foe (abbr 























hen youre making 


SO with a ditch on the side... 
dont trust your life to weak tires 





You need today, more than ever before. a big and mighty tire—a tough and 
rugged tire—a tire that offers you the last possible ounce of safety. That's the 


Dayton De Luxe Thorobred Balloon. 


This new tire is thicker, wider, heavier, sturdier. It is practically impervious to 
cuts and punctures . . . built with an unhurried attention to detail never before 
given to the construction of a tire. Daytons offer super-quality—quality that 
was never intended to compete with price . . . never sacrificed to mass pro- 


duction, Quality that means mileage unheard of in ordinary tires. 


Yet you can actually buy these better tires at amazingly attractive prices. Get 
the figures from the nearest Dayton dealer. 


THE DAYTON RUBBER MFG. CO., DAYTON, OHIO 


Makers also of Dayton Heavy Duty Truck and Bus Balloon Tires and of Dayton Special Service 
Truck and Bus Tires. Also Makers of Dayton Fan Belts, now standard equipment on 85 per 
cent of all American makes of cars. 





Dayton 


De Luxe 
THOROBRED BALLOON 
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Continued from page 19 

Hospital, whom you must get if you 
must go sick. ... “The Hidden Door,’ 
191 Lexington Avenue, I had a 
very fine lobster with a very fine dol 


where 
lah dinnah. ... Lindy’s for swell caw 
fee, now that Rothstein no longer gets 
phone calls there. ... Lou Holtz’s gag 
about the gangsters in Chicago giving 
the Chief of Police twenty-four hours 
the and Lee 
in “Artists and Models.” » « « Coca- 
cola and rye. ... The old Braugarten 


Third Avenue, 


sandwiches come 


to leave a a a) Shaw 


over on where two 


blutwurst with one 
beer, pretzels, radishes, and hot clam- 
juice bouillon at your own risk: all for 


one quarter. 


Best Steppers 


And When I Tell Them How Won 
derful You Are- Red Nichols - 
Brunswick. 

Swinging in a Hammock—Reisman 

Victor: 

Washin’ the Blues from My Soul & 


I’m Needin’ You—Ramblers—Colum- 
bia. 

P romises—King—V ictor. 

How Come You Do Me Like You 
Do?—Vallee (I’m disturbing a trust. 
boys—but it’s good )—Victor. 

Around the Corner & Bye-Bye 
Blues—Reisman—V ictor. ° 


Jupce, Jr. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 























ALE, ALE, THE GANG'S ALL HERE! 
And what gang wouldn't gather to the magic call of 


PICKWICK 


ALE <“¢ §TOUT 
THE TANG OF GOOD OLD ALE 


At the better clubs, hetels and restaurants. Bottled only at 
the brewery of 


HAFFENREFFER & CO.., 


















































Boston, Mass. 











The Magical Coupon 


The Magical Couron || A GOOD MIXER. 


Simply clip the coupon! Use Abbott's Bitters To 
For a speedy route to health— | 
Simply clip the coupon! 
Would you Samson's strength were thine? 
Would you scintillate and shine? 
Right upon the dotted line 
Simply clip the coupon! 


Flavor Beverages 
SUc Sample for 25c in Stamps 


Address Abbott's Bitters, Baltimore, Md. 








|| Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 
|| 18 East 48th Street, 

|} New York, N. Y. 
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Please send me Judge for 


104 Weeks $7.80 
52 Week 5.00 
1 Weeks 2.00 
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F; ¢ 
Greater Value 
cee 


LIGHT, airy and spacious 
rooms, luxuriously appointed 
.. . tempting foods. Over- 
looking the quiet shores of 
Lake Michigan ... quickly 
accessible to vacation 
pleasures and business ac- 
tivities. Value-for-your- 
money in every detaii of 
service. Rates begin at $5 a 
day. Permanent Suttes at 
Special Discounts. 


DDARE/ 


Under Blackstone Management 















BUTCHART 
-NICHOLLS 


||) GOLF 
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FULL LINE OF 
WODDS AND IRONS 
ASK YOUR PRO - HE SELLS THEM 
BUTCHART-NICHOLLS CO. SPRINGDALE.CONN, 
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“What 


does he, say 


about you, John?” 


“He’s not speaking of 





\ 0 | 


it’s about one 





, 3? 
of my ancestors. 
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“Niz, woman, we’re going—lI’ve got plenty to remind me of my bridge- 


work without looking at that thing 


yo? 


22 


The Theatre 
(Continued from page 16) 


“At thirteen I had never kissed a 
girl, despite all my philandering in 
their direction.’—Buddy Rogers. 

“A woman I knew too well, a 
woman I understood perfectly, would 
be to me like this car of mine. Every 
morning when I get into it I swear to 
myself that it will be the last time, 
that I shall have a new car by eve- 
ning.’ —Warner Baxter. 

“Wiser men than I will ever be, still 
can’t explain even the simplest things 
of life. Maybe miracles are unscien- 
tific. Maybe they are impossible. But 
they happen. J know!’’—Neil Ham- 
ilton. 

“One of my biggest assets is my 
sort of infectious  smile.’—Monte 
Blue. 

“I have found that the studio en- 
vironment is really elevating.”’—Vir- 
ginia Lee Corbin’s mother. 

“I hate to be conspicuous, even in 
my own house.” —Gloria Swanson. 

“When you hear a person talk, you 
begin to know him _ better.’’— Lon 
Chaney. 

“It all comes to this—show busi- 
ness is show business today just as it 
was in the days when Sophocles in- 
vented the first sextette number in a 
Greek theatre back around 400 B. C.” 
—Ditto. 


Crippled for Life 


It is E. E. Paramore, Jr.’s note 
that a vaudeville actor was limping 
along on crutches, suffering from a 
broken toe. 

“How come?” asked Paramore. 

“I got it,” was the bitter retort, 
“kicking a booking agent in the 
heart.” 

—Daity News 


Ima Dodo says the Byrd polar film 

is no good. “Nobody breaks up a 

home, is betrayed on a millionaire’s 

yacht or leads a double life any place 

in the entire picture,’ she complains. 
New York Sun 


“Weel, Jock, I hear ye’ve got mar- 
ried.” 

“Aye, Donald.” 

“An what kind o’ a body is yer 
wife? Can she sew?” 

“No.” 

“Mak’ parritch?” 

— 

“What! No’ mak’ parritch? What 
can she do?” 

“Well, Donald, she’s a_ grand 
singer.” 

“Och, mon, but ye’re a daft creetur’. 
Wouldna a canary hae been cheaper?” 

—INverRNEss CouRIER 
EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, KH. ¥. 
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Have You Met Heywood Broun’s ‘September Morn?” 





YOU HA VEN’T! Come, come, don’t pull an old man’s. 


leg. By the snood of St. Boniface, where’ve you been hiding that you 
haven't discovered the deep green depths of 


3 parts Gin 1 part Grenadine 

1 part Cream 1 white of egg 

Juice of 4% a Lemon Juice of 4 a Lime 
Shake well before using. 


Ladies and Gentlemen, while and if you sleep, our little band of scientists, 
Drs. Heywood Broun, Corey Ford, Milt Gross, Florenz Ziegfeld, Roland 
Young, Ralph Barton and old Prof. Milt Gross, are burning the midnight 
oil (oil is the word) in such untiring research as has made this volume possible. 
Here they are! Compared to this little housekeeper’s guide the first two 


Here's How books are one with the flowers of yesteryear, and belong in 
the W. C. T. U. library. 


Buy a copy of NOBLE EXPERIMENTS and broaden your repertoire with 
51 Brand New Mixtures plus 32 Old Favorites, including. 


THE BOWL EVIL, WHITE RAT, WALLA WALLA, NIP & 
TUCK, BLACK JACK, HOT CHA CHA, STONE FENCE, 
MAIDEN’S PRAYER, HAY MAKER, ONE-TWO PUNCH, 
SENATOR'S SOLACE, PINK 'UN, BRIDGE TABLE, DAIGUIRI, 
ALEXANDER, and that little rascal THE JACK RABBIT. 





EXPERIMENTS! 


The THIRD of the famous HERE’S HOW! books a 


A 
e 


By JUDGE, JR. ca 


JOHN DAY 
° . ° COMPANY 
A collection of recipes from divers 386 Fourth Ave. 
practitioners of the so-called ff = ri” 

P pt. 
LOST ART @ Gentlemen: I enclose 


@” $1.00 for one copy of Noble 


INCLUDING THE FAVORITE CONCOCTIONS OF Experiments. 
Heywood Broun, Florenz Ziegfeld, George Jean Nathan, o 
Walter Winchell, Bruce Bairnsfather, Ralph Barton, iy erences enone annnen 


Roland Young and Corey Ford. J poe ; oe 
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STRAIGHT FROM THE SHOULDER! 
ss When tempted fo ererdoneyye ss 
Reach foyaplucky instead 
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Be moderate—be moderate in all 
things, even in smoking. Avoid that 
future shadow® by avoiding over- 
indulgence, if you would maintain 
that modern, ever-youthful fig- 
ure. “Reach for a bucky instead.” 









Lucky Strike, the finest Cig- 
arette you ever smoked, made 
of the finest tobacco—The 
Cream of the Crop—“IT’S 
TOASTED.” Lucky Strike 
has an extra, secret heating 
process. Everyone knows that 
heat purifies and so 20,679 
physicians say that Luckies are 
less irritating to your throat. 
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It’s toasted 
Your Throat Protection — against irritation— against cough. 
OW7sido mot say eenalingmNaaas sotinene Rath. We do sey when sempeed to overinduige, “Reach for « Leckey instead.” 
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